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to have brought a microscope; yet, with my
spectacles, I have seen stamens court pistils
without being ashamed by my presence. I
make drawings also, and am reading in a
Russian book the history of a Cossack
named, unfortunately, Bogdan Chmielnick.
With such a name it is not astonishing that
he has remained unknown to us Occidentals,
who remember only names derived from the
Greek or Latin. How do you govern the
little children who absorb you so much ? It
seems that it is very amusing to bring up
children. I have brought up only cats, who
never gave me any satisfaction, excepting
the last one, who had the honor to know
you. What seems unbearable to me with
children, is the time that one must wait to
know what they have in their brains and
to hear them reason. It is a pity that the
labor in the intelligence of boys may not be
explained by them and that their ideas come
to them almost unconsciously. The great
question is to know whether to tell them
silly things, like those which were said to
us, or to talk to them reasonably. There is
good in both systems. I have made the ac-alds. I never Foreign were you   are worth as much as
